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THE OPENING OF 
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE. 


The commencement of the season at the 
Italian Opera is an era in the year’s theat- 
rical business, All the chief continental 
talent is formed into one immense company 
for the perfect representation of the sublime 
works of some of the leading maestri, and the 
delightful display of sylph-like forms, en- 
chanting attitudes, and fascinating pirouttes 
in the ballet. The opening of Saturday in- 
troduced an English audience to Verdi’s 
new musical work of ‘‘ Ernani,’’ with the 
libretto from Victor Hugo’s drama of “ Her- 
naniou d’Honeur Castillan,”’ and the plot 
from a collection of amusing stories, pub- 
lished under the title of the “Spanish Ro- 
mances.”” Donna Sol, the heroine, is on the 
point of marriage with her old uncle, Ruy 
Gomez, whe has inherited, with his titles, 
the vengeful feeling of honor to his ances. 
tors! but Donna Sol has sworn ete~nal love 
to the young Ernani, whose real name is 
John of Arragon, the son and heir of the 
Duke of Cordova, whom the King of Castile 
is endeavouring to destroy; pursued by his 
followers, Ernani flies to Sierras, where he 
becomes the leader of three thousand bri- 
gands, who are the terror of the land. The 
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“King of Castile is rane ~ heen with Donna 
Sol, watches her by day and night, and dis- 
covers a young man entering her apartments 
he afterwards 
imitates the signal of the favoured lover, 
gains admittance, and is about to carry her 
off, when (of course) Ernani enters; con- 
tentions arise; the King reveals his cha- 
racter ; Ruy Gomez bids Donna Sol prepare 
for their marriage; who heedless of him 


when all are gone to rest; 


rushes to the arms of Eruani, who is doomed 
to death by the Don Ruy. FErnani then re- 
veals the passion of the King, and is re- 
leased on condition of his uniting with Ruy 
to defeat their common enemy, and like- 
wise to yield up his life when demanded— 
they then join the conspiracy, but are de- 
feated, and ultimately pardoned by his ma- 
jesty, who unites the hand of Ernani to Donna 
Sol. But at the conclusion Ernani is com- 
pelled to commit homicide, in consequence 
of his fatal promise to Don Ruy Gomez. So 
much for the story. 

Moriano is splendid, his deep tenor en- 
chants in the aria in the first act, main- 
tai:.ing his position throughout; can we say 
more of Fornasiri, who plays Ruy Gomez— 
Mad. Rita Borio is a soprano of great ex- 
tent, her high notes were pure and limpid, 
and the lower portion of her register is ex- 
ceeding rich. Of the minors we will take 
another opportunity of speaking; the sce- 
nery by Mr. Marshall ‘is good, while the 

horus is perfect, 
The general character of the music is 
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pleasing, though not powerful, neither does 
it display the evidence of the work of a 
great master in his art, still, it is agreeable 
and pretty, and well worth an evening’s at- 
tention. 

The new Ballet, its plot, characters, re- 
ception, and all things appertaining, we 
shall dispose of in our next, 


THE DRAMA. 
—~+>—_ 
ST. JAMES’S 

The Histrionics, an amateur club, gave a 
performance here on Thursday. The come- 
dy of the “ Honey Moon,” was performed 
altogether better than any play that has been 
attempted by this company for some time. 
We shall make our remarks first with the 
ladies, amongst which was a new aspirant, 
a Miss Sheridan, who went through the part 
of Juliana in a manner worthy of notice. 
This lady has many qualifications, being 
possessed of a very good figure, a pretty 
face, and an intelligent countenance. Her 
deportment was very lady-like altogether, 
we thought she appeared to be labouring 
under a cold, her voice being rather husky 
at times. She was very perfect in the dia- 
logue, and had a perfect conception of har 
author; if it was really a first attempt, it 
may be considered a most successful one. 
A Mrs. Drake, who played the Nurse, was 
very successful, and acquitted herself to the 
entire satisfaction of the audience. The 
young gentleman who personated the Duke, 
we understand is the son of Mr. F. Vining, 
he made a decided hit, and promises in 
such characters, at no distant period, to be- 
come a favorite after proper attention and 
perseverance, 





Mr. H. Nye. we have seen 
frequently, he is a clever judicious actor, 
and represented the comic part of the Mock 
Duke, very effectively. Mr. Lewis, as Ro- 
lando, was rather tame but respectable. Af- 
ter the fall of the curtain Miss Sheriden 
was loudly called for, who appeared and re- 
ceived the congratulations of a crowded au- 
dience. We did not stop the afterpiece. 
QUEEN’S 

A drama of considerable interest is play- 
ing here, by C. Z, Barnett, it is entitled 
*‘ Edderline, or the Dream of the False- 
hearted.” The first scene is laid in Ger- 
many, where some very pretty scenery is in- 
troduced. ‘The next in London, in 1684.— 
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Part the third is a continuation of an obscure 
street in Bishopsgate. The plot is well con- 
structed, and the incidents very well ar- 
ranged. The acting of Mr. J. Parry is 
spirited and judicious, and Miss Rogers has 
a part well suited to her line of acting, and 
Mancers who has asmall comedy bit, makes 
the most of it. The two act drama called 
** Asmodeus, or the Little Devil,” that had 
so great a run at the Princess’s, was got 
through very cleverly; and Miss Wrighten 
showedlshe could play the devil equal to any 
of her predecessors, 
SADLER’S WELLS. 

This Theatre has been well attended 
nightly, by an audience as respectable in 
appearance as any Theatre in the metropo- 
lis. The tragedy of “ King Richard,” as 
it is now played here, from the text of 
Shakespeare, has created much excitement 
in the opinion of the play-going public. We 
have given our opinion at considerable 
length on its production, and again advise 
our readers to see it and judge for them- 
selves. Some very good farces have been 
played this week, in which Mr. Foreman, 
Young, Miss Mordaunt, &c. have been seen 
to great advantage. 

STRAND. 

The comic “Antigone” is still the chief 
attraction. The “ Devil and Dr. Faustus” 
has been revived, introducing Roberts as 
Faust, and H. Hall in his original character. 
The fertile pen of Mr. Blanchard has been 
at work for a uew Easter piece, to be called 
‘The Man in the Moon,” and a new drama 
by Leman Rede is also announced, bearing 
ghe singular name of ‘ The Game Cock of 
the Wilderness.” Business ought to be 
capital during the holidays. 
J. Hammond? his name is so intimately 
associated with this theatre, that we long to 
see him again, for he is the best comic actor 
that ever played on these boards, his songs 
are always good, and his merry vein the 
height of drollery without vulgarity. 

STANDARD. 

“The Exile,” ‘‘ Unfortunate Miss Bailey,” 
and the favorite drama of “ Yaroneer the 
Yager,” liave formed the entertainments of 
the week. The last-mentioned contains all 
those elements so essential to a powerful 
melo-drama; there is acommon tyrant who 
rules his subjects with a rod of iron, who 
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demands the wives and daughters of his 
peasants as a gratification to the [usts of his 
courtiers! there is an old soldier, who ad- 
vises the tyrant to cemmit these deeds, and 
whed they are partly accomplished turns his 
coat to the side of the virtuous; then we 
have the court jester, proving by his wit 
that he is no fool; then comes le beau, who 
is in every respect a lump of the positively 
reall and “ pon-henor”’ class ; then the fond 
doting peasant’s wife; ditto, ditto, sister, 
with several heroic female companions, who 
instead of rushing into the arms of the no- 
bles are saved from harm by arming them- 
selves, thus in lieu of enjoying chaste kisses, 
these gentlemen find out this mistake in the 
presentation of several blunder busses. Lastly, 
we have the peasant and the hero of the 
piece struggling for liberty, and at the con- 
clusion meeting with his desire. All these 
are well sustained by Saville, Rignold, Ro- 
gers, Mrs. West, Mrs. Rignold, Mrs. Yates, 
and the rest of the company. 





THE HUMOURS OF A FREE NIGHT. 

On Crawford’s commencing at Dublin, he 
was obliged to open with a “ free night,” by 
virtue of his patent. The house was, of 
course, crammed in a few minutes. The 
play was “ Douglas ;”’ and on this occasion 
all the principals of the theatres were ex- 
empted from duty, and the characters were 
allotted to understrappers. That of Glenal- 
von fell into the handsof alittle black-browed 
bandy-legged fellow, by the name ot Barret, 
well known throughout Dublin for his private 
particularities, and possessing, at one time, 
a great circle of acquaintance in Mount 
Olympus. The Irish people have great sym- 
pathy and enthusiasm; and notwithstanding 
their personal inconvenience, and the cavi- 
cature daubing of the beauties of Horne 
(the actors appearing to be all abroad when 
they were at home) then and there exhibited ; 
they saw and heard the whole with profound 
attention. 

Barret’s entrance was the signal for up- 
roar, but it was of a permissable order. He 
was dressed in an entire suit of black, with 
a black wig, and a black velvet hat, covered 
with an immense plume of hlack feathers, 
which, bending before him, gave him very 
much the aspect of a mourning coach horse. 
Barret had some vanity and some judgement, 














he was fond of applause, and determined (to 
use his own phrase) to have a bellyful. He 
accordingly came on left hand upperentrance, 
and cutting the boards at a right angle, 
paced down to the stage door, right hand, 
then wheeled sharp upon his heel, and 
marched over to the opposite side, his arms 
stuck a-kimbo, his robe flying, and his fea- 
thers nodding, in pretty accurate burlesque 
of the manner of Mossop. His friends com- 
posing a major part of the audience, the 
clapping of hands, waving of handkerchiefs, 
and yelling of lips that greeted him—we 
having no power of expression to describe, 
must be left to the reader’s “ powers of con- 
ception.”” When the tumult had a little 
subsided, Barret began to act; but some of 
his most intimate acquaintance, taking a 
dislike to his costume, interrupted him with 
exclamations of “ Paddy Barrett, Paddy 
Barret !’’—Barret, however, was conscious 
of the proprieties of his station, and turning 
a dignified deaf ear to such address, pro- 
ceeded. His friends now resorted to a spe- 
cics of notice, to obtain his attention, which 
is peculiar to an Irish audience, “a groan 
for Barret.” That happened, however, not 
to be the first time he had heard it, and as 
we pay little respect to things we are fami- 
liar with, Barret proceeded. The “darlings” 
were now stimulated to a decisive measure, 
by aiming an Irish apricot at his nodding 
plume, and shouting ont, 

“Divil burn ye. Paddy Barret! will ye 
lave off speaking to that lady, and listen?” 

The potato triumphed, and the actor, 
walking forward to the lamps, desired to be 
acquainted with his patron’s wishes. 

“ Put some powder in your jasey, you black 
looking coal heever!” 

“ Och, is that tll you want my jewel? why 
din’t you say so before!_Put some powder 
in my wig! surely I'll do that thing, but 
I’ve ounly to tell ye, my darlings, that I’m 
a Scotch jontleman to night, and not Mr. 
Benjamin Barret ; and so—” 

“Get out wid your dirtiness, Paddy, you 
chimney-sweeper, you tragedy craw! do you 
think to bother us with your black looks? 
Go and powder your jasey, you divil’s own 
body-box maker,” 


“Oh, to be sure I’ll do that thing.” 
Saying which he made a low bow, and 
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retreated to the green-reom, leaving the 
audience and Lord and Lady Randolph to 
amuse themselves, ad interim, as they pleased 

Barret on this occasion worea stiffly-starched 
lady’s ruff: and the waggish barber powdered 
him too sufficiently to lodge a ridge round 
his throat, and give him the face of the ghost 
of Hamlet’s father. When he returned to 
the stage, he was received with a shout of 
laughter, that threatened to rend the roof. 
Paddy bowed full low for the honour con- 
ferred on him, and was about to proceed | 
whea the “ Norman Quay” critics were at 
him 

“Arrah! the boy’s been in a snow storm. 
By the powers! he’s put his head in a flour 
sack! Paddy—Paddy Barret !” 

Glenalvon disregarded them for some time 
with a very laudable spirit of contempt till 
the yells, groans, epithets and exclamations 
swelled the diabolic chorus to a negation of 
the sense ofhearing. He then came forward 
a second time to enquire their wishes, 

“Leedies and Jontlemen, what may it 
plase ye to want now?” 

** Putsome paint on your nose, you ghost 
alive.” 

“ Paint me nose to play tragedy, och bad 
luck to your taste! (addressing the boxes) 
I']l tell you what, Terence M‘Mulligan, and 
you, Larry Casey, with your two ugly mugs 
up in the boxes yonder, I see how it is, the 
divil himself could’nt plase you to night; so 
ye may just come down and play the karac- 
ter yourselves, for the ghost of another line 
will I spake to-night.” 

Saying which he took off his wig, and 
shaking the powder at them, contemptuously 
walked off the stage in a truly tragical strut. 
The prompter, was consequently obliged to 
come on and read the remainder of the 


play. 





THE DRUNKARD. 
CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

The hour appointed for the marriage had 
passed, still no bridegroom appeared ; a few 
jests were passed on his want of punctuality, 
which in no way tended to allay the anxiety 
and uneasiness of the bride, who to escape 
from her owm thoughts, entered into con- 
conversation with our friend Smith, “Why 
your good lady has not arrived!” began 
poor Emma. “ Unfortunately,’’ answered 
Smith, ‘she was too unwell to accompany 





me.” “Indeed! I greatly regret it.” “Oh, 
my dear girl,” rejoined Smith “never utter 
so ugly a word as regret on your wedding 
day ; as for me, J will not admit any such 
thoughts ; her absence will give mea better 
opportunity of appreciating the beauty 
which here surrounds me.” “ I am afraid,” 
continued Emma, “you are a male coquette.” 
“If Lam, being a Benedict, it is very ex- 
cusable.” ‘*A poor character truly, and not 
avery encouraging one for a bride to re- 
ceive.” “I declare it is the truth,” an- 
swered Smith, “you think it wrong of a 
married man thus to behave, now I dare be 
sworn some petticoat or other detaius our 
lord elect.” “ It is strange,” replied Em- 
ma, “ that George does not come ; some ac- 
cident has happened, or—” At this mo- 
ment a servant entered the room and gave 
her a letter; with the greatest surprise she 
observed, “it is George's handwriting.” 
Her eye had scarce run o'er the contents, 
ere the color fled her cheeks, and with a 
piercing scream she fell senseless on the 
floor. While poor Mr. Johnson and the 
guests hurried to her assistance, Smith 
caught the letter, and reading it, learnt with 
the greatest horror that his friend, his mid- 
night companion and bottle chum, George 
Boultbee, after declaring his sorrow for the 
misery he might bring upon Emma, stated 
he never loved her, that his affections were 
fixed on the beautiful Mrs. Smith, and that 
ere she had read the letter he should be 
miles away, with the woman of his heart. 
“Fiend!” shouted Smith, and dashed the 
letter to the ground, “it cannot be true;” 
and he rushed from the room to find the 
truth of what he dreaded—that the wife he 
had neglected was gone from his home for 
ever. 
CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 

The sad shock poor Emma received 
brought on so serious an illness, mentally 
and bodily, that when, after the lapse of 
some months, she was able to be removed 
to the house of her kind friend, Mr. John- 
son, he saw with the utmost concern, that 
her mind was effccted, and that the poor, 
emaciated, yet beautiful form, was not long 
to be a sojourner among us. Every advance 
of her malady endeared her the mere to him. 
He strove all in his power to preserve her— 
he was her nurse, her ministering angel— 
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ever by her side; when the warm sun had 
tilled the air, he drove her out, visiting 
the most beautiful spots, and pointed out 
their beauties with all the enthusiasm of 


youth ; the sea-shore, the cot and its shelte- 
ring trees, the wood-embowered lane, the 
‘lower-dotted meadows, the bustling trout 
stream, as it hurried over its pebly bed, 
were all sought, but without having the de- 
sired effect. It was true she was by his 
side, but nevera smile played on her cheek, 
a tear in her eye, or even a sigh escaped her 
lips, she seemed lost to everything—she 
moved, she breathed, but in aught else ap- 
peared like one of the dead. Scarce six 
months had thus rolled on, when on one of 
those beautiful summer evenings, when the 
air is filled with the glowing hue of the set- 
ting sun, Mr. Johnson was by Emma’s side 
as a servant was wheeling her in an easy 
chair round the garden, and as they passed 
arose bush, she, as if unconscious of the 
act, plucked a rose-bud, trivial as seemed 
the act, he took it as an harbinger of return- 
ing health, and prayed to his God that it 
might be so. Emma retired to rest, the 
night passed, Mr. Johnson waited with anx- 
iety for the morning to be far enough ad- 
vanced to visit her room, he at last stealthily 
ont the-door, creeps up to her bed side 
where she lay like one asleep, took hold of 
her hand, the rose- bud fell from out of it—he 
started—that hand was cold—the flower was 
dead. (To be continued. ) 


MEMORANDA. 

Sunpay, March 16.—Sunday before Easter. 

Mowpay, 17th.—Debut of Wilson, 1830. 

TvueEspay, 18.— 

Wepnespay, 19th.—Henriquez, by Miss 
Baillie, produced 1836. 

TuurspDAyY, 21st.—Byron’s * Corsair,” pro- 
duced 1836. Southey died 1843. 

Fripay, 22nd.—Good Friday. Merca- 
dante’s “ 'Il Brigantee”’ produced 1836. 

Saturpay, 23rd,—All the managers highly 
busy, everything being just ready for 
Easter, they leave off swearing at the car- 
penters, scene painters, &c., and finish 
Passion Week in a good tem.per 
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THE DRAMA AND ITS PROFESSORS. 

Among the many characteristics of the 
past and present generation, and which has 
offered a subject for regret, has been the 
stand made against the Drama on the one 
side, and the poor appreciation it has met 





on the other, There have not been wanting 
to decry the representatives of the stage, 
as subversive of all morality of thought and 
art; while those who have been the fre- 
quenters of our theatres, have owned but one 
attraction, have acknowledged but one use 
to which the actor could be put—glitter, 
and the whiling away a few hours. By these 
means has the character of our Drama been 
deteriorated ; though while the productions 
of the great masters of the language who 
flourished in the sixteenth century, with 
those of men who are worthy successors, are 
left us, we have sufficient to fall back upon 
—sufficient to offer as a testimony against 
those who do not possess either heads or 
hearts to properly acknowledge the high, 
the religious tendencies connected with the 
stage, 

Of these let us offer a few remarks, and 
few thay must be, necessarily confined as 
we are to a certain space. 

Where has, where could, the scriptural 
behest, “Thou SHALT DO NO MURDER,’’ 
receive more powerful illustration than it 
has at the hands of Shakspere, who, in the 
delineation of Macbeth, has drawn aside 
the blood red veil, showing the horror of 
comscience—the serpent fold which the 
memory of murder takes of the heart, wi- 
thering it day by day, and hour by hour! 
And for ambition—who ever showed the 
hollowness of that, better than our great 
dramatist has in the person of Richard? The 
bold, adventuring, daring man—then the 
enthroned king—but what at last? A 
wretch, frighted by a dream, a corpse, 
crownless and subdued ! 

Nor is the student of humanity directed 
towards good by the exhibition of evil only ; 
no, virtue is made beautiful to the soul by 
many examples. In whom has filial love 
ever appeared more angelically lovely and 
pure than in Cordelia? By whom has the 
clinging love of woman’s heart been more 
eloquently interpreted than Ophelia and 
Desdemona? and where has the god-like 
quality, mercy, been better described than 
in the Venetian halls of justice, by the lips 
of Portia? 
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Away then with the cant that calls this 
evil! and banished be the taste that would 
neglect such pure gold for the tinsel fre- 
quently proffered. 

We have now spoken of the Drama; let 
us say somcthing of its professors, who, like 
it, have been much scandalized. There 
was atime when the title actor or actress, 
was considered referable only to such per- 
sons as were abandoned in their characters ; 
and, accordingly, their presence was shunned, 
and their presumed conduct held up as a 
warning to the young, who were told to 
avoid them both in their real and assumed 
shapes; while with a cowardly vindictive- 
ness that could not be outdone, the women 
were held up as oqjects of especial rebuke. 

There could not be (so went the terror of 
the moralist’s speech) any virtuous feeling 
in the bosom of a female connected with the 
stage: and, straightway, hundreds were con- 
signed to an equality with the Cyprians who 
walk our streets. The justice of this will 
be estimated by those who, like ourselves» 
know that, among actresses, some of the 
best wives, mothers, daughters, and sisters 


’ 
have been found; and it is no little honour 


to the profession to assert—and we do so 
confidently —that such are still to be found. 
We admit at the present juncture there is 
adearth of talent such as we were wont to 
see. We cannot boast of a Garrick or a 
Kemble, nor have we the great genius of the 
elder Kean to rivet our attention and height- 
en our imagination. Nor can welook round 
and say we have a Siddons; but the rising 
generation can see with delight others of the 
present day, who to them are equal. We 
have Macready, Phelps, Anderson, Miss!He- 
len Faucit, the Siddons of the day, Mrs. 
Glover, whose like we are fearful we shall 
never see again, and W. Farren. If, then, 
we can boast of such names as the above, we 
trust the Drama may yet recover its wonted 
position, and we feel assured that the vitia- 
ted taste which now exists, will in time give 
way to more enlightened views, and that 
authors may yet be found who will write 
something worthy of the study of our best 





actors, who have perchance at the present 
period of making what is theatrically called 
a hit in an original part. 





ON THE POPULAR PLAY OF “ PIZARRO,” 


As I walked through the Strand so careless 
and gay, 
I met a young girl who was wheeling a 
barrow ; 
Choice fruit, sir, said she, and a bill of the 
play, 
So my apples I bought, and set off for 
Pizarro, 
When I got to the door, I was squeezed, and 
cried dear me, 
I wonder they made the entrance so nar- 
row ; 
At last I got in, and found every one near 
me 
Was busily talking of Mr. Pizarro. 
Lo! the hero appears, what a strut anda 
stride, 
He might easily pass for a marshal to- 
morrow ; 
And Elvira so tall, neither virgin nor bride, 
The loving companion of gallant Pizarro. 
But Elvira, alas! tnrned so dull and so 
prosy, 
That I longed for a hornpipe by little Del 
Caro ; 
Had I been ’mong the gods I had surely 
cried Nosy, 
Come play up a jig, and a fig for Pizarro, 
On his wife and his child, his affection to 
pay, 
Alonzo stood gazing, and straight as an 
arrow ; 
Of him I have only this little to say, 
His boots were much neater than those of 
Pizarro. 
Then the priestess and virgins, in robes 
white and flowing, 
Walk solemnly on like a sow and her 
farrow, 
And politely informed the whole house they 
were going 
To entreat heaven’s curses on noble 
Pizarro. 
Rolla made a fine speech with much logic 
and grammar, 
As must sure raise the envy of Counsellor 
Garrow ; 
It would sell for five pounds were it brought 
to the hammer, 
For it raised all Peru against valiant 
Pizarro. 








Four 


And 
Pu 
I ha 


I vor 
S« 


at L 


Suss 
Tax 
he a 
“ 0 


Hot 
pici 
look 


pur 
mat 
tha 
fror 
cou 
and 
leas 
in) 
the 
litt 
an 

sail 


Th 
bu 


is 
de 








THE THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 87 


Four acts are tol lol, but the fifth’s my de- 
light, 
Where history’s traced with the pen of a 
Varro, 
And Elvira in black, and Alonzo in white, 
Put an end to the piece by killing Pizarro. 
I have finished my song, if it had but a 
tune— 
Nancy Dawson won’t do, nor the sweet 
Banks of Yarrow— 
I vow I would sing it from morning to noon, 


So much am I charmed with the play of 
Pizarro. 





CHIT-CHAT. 


Mr. Betty is fulfilling an engagement 
at Lynn, to very good houses. 

At one of the appeals in the county of 
Sussex against the Property and Income 
Tax, a farmer being asked on what ground 
he appealed, replied with great simplicity, 
* On seventeen acres.” 

The following is an advertisement in a 
Hobart Town paper:—‘ Found on a sus- 
picious looking person, two remarkably fine 
looking bullocks.”’ 

Catcuine A TarRTAR.—Friend Aminibab 
was in from the country, and calling ata 
book store, where he wished to make some 
purchases. He had on a full suit of home- 
made drab, and the identical broad-brim 
that had sheltered his head and shoulders 
from sun and storm for full five years. He 
could not find exactly the books he wanted, 
and was perhaps, a little troublesome; so at 
least thought the salesman—a pert yougster 
in starch and buckram. “ You are from 
the country, are you not sir?” asked he a 
little impudently. “Yes.” ‘‘ Well, here’s 
an essay on the rearing of calves,” “ That,” 
said Aminidab, as he turned to leave the 
store, “thee had better present to thy mo- 
ther.” 


Tue EpinsurGH PROFESSORSHIP oF 
Music has again become vacant. The fol- 
lowing gentlemen have entered the list of 
Candidates, for the chair, (not Arthur’s seat) 
—Sir Henry Bishop, Dr. Gauntlett, Dr. 
Wesley, Mr. Donaldson and Mr. Guynemer. 
The Election will take place next month. 

HayMarKeET.—The forthcoming Easter 
burlesque at this theatre is from the pen of 
Mr. Planche. It is to be called Medea, and 
is to throw the “ Antigone” of Covent Gar- 
den quite in the shade, 





Tue Duke or CamaripcGe will direct the 
First Concert of Ancient Music. Conductor 
Sir H. R. Bishop; leader, Mr. Loder ; Or- 
gan, Mr. C. Lucas. 

Mecuanics’ Institution, Souruamp- 
ToN Buitpines.— An Amateur Concert 
took place here on Thursday, to a very full 
audience, The singing was better than 
usual,—as we entered the room, we found 
Mr. Sanders singing “If I had a Thousand 
a Year,” his style is good, but his voice is 
thin and wirey, and unmusical, but, how- 
ever, he did his best to please. Madlle. 
Friedel sung a Cavatina; but it was beyond 
her reach, she has not sufficient power to 
execute the upper notes; she appears to 
be a tolerable musician, she wants consi- 
derable drilling before she can accomplish 
such music as she attempted; she is very 
lady-like, and her person is much in her fa- 
vour. Little Miss Clifton obtained an en- 
core in a very pretty ditty, beginning “‘make 
ready,” this young lady sung with feeling 
and taste, and having youth on her side, 
with care and attention may become an ac- 
quisition at a concert. ‘Syren and the 
Friar,” by Mrs. W. Cox and Mr. Gadsby, 
was tolerably sung, but there was a great 
want of expression in both, particularly the 
latter. “ Wapping Old Stairs,” by Mrs. 
W. Dixon, was given wifh care and true to 
the music, a little more confidence would 
have carried her through much better; it 
was very respectable. Mrs. Beresford is a 
neat singer, but should either look at her 
music or sing without it; she deserved the 
encore she met with. ‘“ Jamie’s Return,” 
by Mrs. Harper, was sung with taste and 
feeling; ihis lady is not wanting of confi- 
dence, she appears to have had considerable 
experience, which is an advantage some of 
the others have not. “The Monk of Old,” 
by Mr. Coventry created much mirth, some 
young gents. in the gallery joining in the 
chorus. Some portions of his voice is simi- 
lar to that of Mr. Leffler’s; he acquitted 
himself very creditably. But the gem of 
the evening was Mr. F. Smith’s “I’m 
afloat,” his voice is a splendid bass, round 
and full, and his style vigorous and express- 
ive; and his accompanying himself on the 
piano-forte, a treat. Upon'the whole, as we 
do not expect first-rate talent in a singing 
class, the concert was very respectable. 
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Ape.rii.—A burlesque to be called “St. 
George and the Dragon,” by A’ Beckett and 
Mark Lemon, is to be the Easter novelty at 
this establishment. 

Private THEATICALS IN Parits.—The 
private theatricals at the residence of the 
British Embassy at Paris, which were all the 
rage of the present season amongst the elite 
of the French fashionable world, and of the 
diplomatique corps, have suddenly been sus- 
pended in consequence of the decease of the 
late Earl of Morningten, Lord Cowley’s 
brother. The circumstance is a source of 
much regret in the French capital 

Mr. Lavenv (son in law to poor Mori) 
will give a concert, on a very grand scale, 
at Covent Garden Theatre on the 18th 
instant. 

Grattan Cooke, the celebrated obeist 
will make his debut as a vocalist at the fes. 
tival of the Royal Society of Musicians. He 
has studied singing {for some time under 
Creve, veh 

THINGS THAT ARE NOT TRUE. 

It is’ not truethat Wright, ofthe Adelphi, 
dances the Polka with Miss Woolgar at any 
other place than the theatre. 

It is not true that the birds brought from 
abroad will sing more sweetly although the 
duty is taken off. 

It is not trne that Farren is the Sheriff of 
Middlesex, but it is true he is the Sheriff of 
the Haymarket for the Season. 

It is not true that the late Mrs Nisbett has 
advertised for a wet-nurse, although report 
says she will, in all probability very soon 
have occasion for one. 





To Correspontents. 

J. Smitu.—Are there any theatres open in 
passion week? No, not for theatrical 
performances. 

A Susscriser.— Will you please to state 
your opinions which is the best singer, 
Mr. Allen or Mr. Harrison. The former 
is allowed to the best musician. 

W. C.—Pray did Mr. Elliston ever play 
Falstaff? Yes, when he was lessee of 
Drury Lane. 

F. M.—We shall make our comments next 
week. 





H.H.—Can you inform me who sung the 
song of “The Storm” first in public? 
We believe the celebrated Incledon. 

T. B.--We believe you can get the Journa! 
at Birmingham, your newsman will get it 
weekly. 

Mercurious—We cannot of course be ac- 
qainted with the description of the drama 
therefore cannot advise what manager to 
apply to but whoever brings the piece out 
will attend to the chamberlain. 

F. R. V.— We beg to apologize to our read- 
iug subscriber in not sending sooner. 

M. Otiver is informed our Country Edition 
is ready for post on Thursday evening. 





The “ THEATRICAL JouRNAL” sent (post-paid) 
any part of the Country, fat 2s. 6d. per quarter. 
Dramatic and Musical Works for review. and 
communications of every kind, for the Editor, 
to be addressed to the Publisher, (post-paid) 
51 and 52, Paternoster Row, 


ADV&RTISEMENTS. 





IN EIGHT LESSONS. 


RITING, BOOK-KEEPING, 


&c.—Persons of any age, however bad their 
writing, may in Eight Lessons, acquire permanently 
an elegant and flowing style of Penmanship, adapt- 
ed either to professional pursuits or private corre- 
spondence. Arithmetic on a method requiring only 
one third the time and mental labour usually re- 
quisite. Book-keeping as practised in the Govern- 
ment, banking, and merchants’ offices, Short-hand, 
&e 


Apply to Mr. Smart, at the Insti‘ution, 7, New 
Street, Covent Garden, leading to St. Martin’s Lane. 

“Under such instructors as Mr. SMART, penman- 
ship has been reduced toa science, and the acquisi- 
tion of what is called a ‘ good hand,’ rendered but 
the “labour of an hour!" — Polytechnic Jourual. 

** We advise all bad writers to apply to Mr. Smart, 
who will speedily render them accomplished in the 
Calligraphic Science.”— The Evening Star. 

“Mr. Smart's mode of teaching is a vast im- 
provement upon any former system which hascome 
under our inspection.”—Lendon Journal of Com 
merce. 


' , 
AGNIFICENT ADDITION. 
George I., in the full Robes of the Thistle; 

George II. in the Robes of the Garter; George III. 

in those of St. Patrick ; the Duke of Kent in those 

of the Bath—being the national orders of the House 
of Brunswick; the Group in honor of the Duke of 

Wellington; the Robes of George the Fourth 

restored to their griginal beauty; the relics of 

of Napoleon: R. Cobden, Esq.,; Tom Thumb.— 

** This exhibition in its present state is one of 
the very best sights in the metropolis, and abounds 
with such a variety of objects that itis a matter of 
surprise how so many things could have been 
brought together.”--- Times, 

MADAME TUSSAUD & SONS’ EXHIBITION 
of WAX-WOKK, Baker Street, Portman Square. 

Admittance ls. second Room 6.:.; open from 11 
till 4, and from 7 till 10. Music every evening 
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